bitter-mouthed woman shrugged and said acidly: 'Well, it is no use
talking to you. You must have been born without any feelings/

Frossia found she could not talk to such people. Yet she could and
did hold speech with many others, and it fell to her lot to observe the
constantly shifting scene around her, and, leaving all sociological and
political divagations alone, to remark all hunger and desolation,
stubbornness and feebleness, cruelty and pity, kindness and indiffer-
ence, and behind it all to discern, however dimly, the beauty of some-
thing intent upon growing, moving, deepening. And she saw it all
detachedly, as though its very core were to be considered apart from
all criticism or praise.

Also Frossia had her own moments. There was the legend of
Euphrosynia and her own urge to recreate the lovely old theme in
sound, colour, and movement, an urge which, even if left untranslated,
had given her much sustenance through a hard and thorny beginning.
Something of that enchanting theme stayed with her now even when
she no longer yearned for a realization she would have earlier desired to
see. She had her moments along the waters, and in the gardens of the
city which had bred her; she lived deeply and avidly when listening to
some such narrative as Artemiy Sorokin's, or else to a calmly worded
chapter of Igor's reminiscences from a past which had been so hard,
which might easily have led him into the house of bitterness, and had
instead brought him to a generously spaced country where hedged-in
thoughts and ignoble desires had little room, if any at all. Igor's
manner was didactic, sometimes peremptory, sometimes aloof. Often
he left her annoyed and dissatisfied. Sometimes, even against Frossia's
will, the vision of a dim and stuffy grocer's shop stole into the fore-
ground, and she saw a clumsy, ordinary shopkeeper absorbed in the
spelling of two-syllabled words, wiping his nose on his sleeve, and
eating his supper of pickled cabbage and beetroot with a blunt horn-
handled knife and, seeing that scene in her mind, Frossia wondered
why she should be feeling so small, until gradually the scene stole away,
and she could see him reading Plato and Pushkin and Dostoevsky,
watch him continuing to learn the people he belonged to and, finally,
her annoyance gave way to something like gratitude that she should
have met him at all.

So the city, and Igor, and some students at the Rabfak, Gleb Sem-
enovich, and her small circle of intimates, Anna Trofimovna, glad of
those gingham dresses, and Elena Ivanovna full of concern for all the
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